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Rain Man 


Author's Notes: 
| hope this set the stage enough on their life at home and you'll enjoy the read! Have a merry Ficmas! 


Stone looked at his watch and put his book aside. It had been two hours. More or less. He had put his favorite 
chill out playlist on repeat and it had just restarted. That was how he knew it was two hours. 


Jerry was probably still sulking in his man cave. 


Stone sighed and got up. This was totally ridiculous. They were adults and arguments about silly things should 
not last that long, even when you were arguing with someone like Jerry who could be a childish punk. It was 
getting late and Stone was thinking about going to bed And everyone knows you should not go to bed angry at 


your spouse or partner. 


Stone went to the kitchen to prepare himself a cup of tea. Jerry didn't like any of the herbal teas Stone 
usually had but he liked black tea. Stone took the can of loose-leaf Earl Grey blend and the organic honey he 


had bought the weekend before at the farmers’ market. A sweet treat would work well as peace offering when 


he'd go and check on Jerry in a bit. 
He was waiting for the water to boil and his gaze landed on the dishwasher. The light display was blue, signaling 
the cycle was done. Probably it had been done since a while so it was most likely cooled down and ready to be 


unloaded. Stone shook his head. That would wait for the next morning. 


The events of the evening replayed in Stone's head as he was standing in the kitchen 


A few hours earler 

"Can you finish loading the dishwasher?" 

Stone had just picked up his phone and asked Jerry to finish cleaning up after their dinner. 
The phone call didn't last long and Stone was back in the kitchen a few minutes later. 
"Jeff says hi,’ Stone said to Jerry. 

"Thanks. How nice of him to call just for that." 


"It was about the promo for the album but the connection was so bad, we gave up. | vaguely understood the 


words ‘phone interview’ and "gards to Jerry’ before the line went dead" 

"He's road tripping in the wild again?" 

"Yeah, not sure where. He was driving out in the countryside." 

Jerry nodded and continued to put things in the dishwasher. 

"| fed the furry monsters already. So what do you want to watch later?," Jerry asked. 

Stone was watching Jerry at work. They were talking about which show to watch when he had been 
interrupted by his phone but now, whatever they'd end up watching seemed like a detail. Stone was a little 
bothered by the way Jerry was tackling the dishwasher load. It was a trivial matter but one that somehow 
made him stare. 

The look on his face must have betrayed him. 


"What?," Jerry asked as he caught Stone's gaze after putting the frying pan in the middle of the lower tray. 


".. Nothing.” 


Stone put his poker face on. At least he thought he had one and that he had just put it on. Jerry knew better 
since he actually played poker and Stone was hopeless at bluffing. 


"Not nothing, You look like someone who's watching a pretty disturbing thing on YouTube. 
"| wish it was YouTube," Stone snorted. 

Jerry stood up straighter and leaned against the kitchen counter, smirking. 

"Care to elaborate?" 

"This is not the way to load the dishwasher." 

"Oh, | see. There's a way?" 

"Yeah" 

"And of course, you know the ‘right way: 

"| didn't say the right way," Stone sighed. "There's just one way. The logical way: 

Jerry forced a laugh and crossed his arms 


"Of course. And here | thought you just put the dishes into the machine and it washes them. But what do | 


know? I'm blond, right?" 


"Jer, come one. You're leaving too much room between things. And you're not aligning them by size. It's just 
what | meant." 


“Aligning the dishes by size? Excuse me?" 
Stone crouched down to look into the dishwasher. 


"The pan, there. Its in the middle and it's the biggest thing. You put the pan at the end here. Or over there, 


but over there we have already the large plates.” 
"Huh... What does it change to the way the machine washes the pan?" 
"The water spurts out of these holes there and it spread more evenly if the large and taller things are on the 


two ends and the lower things in the middle. You make it gradual, so it looks like a curve towards the middle 
and then it goes up again, on the edges." 


Jerry looked inside the dishwasher and then at Stone's awfully serious face. The kind of face that Stone would 
have if he was explaining him the law of gravity. Jerry loved Stone but Stone could sometimes be insufferable, 
especially when he thought he was right, which was pretty much all the time. And most of the time, he was. 
But Jerry could not let this one slide. 


There was no ‘right or ‘logical’ way to load a dishwasher. Provided the item didn't fly around once you started 
the machine, it was fine, right? 


‘Its fine, I'll finish," Stone said to Jerry as he started to pull out the items Jerry had just put in. "Go choose 
the show you want. I'll be right there." 


"Oh, no. Am not letting you off that easily, honey." 

Stone knew that tone. It was not a good tone... 

"What? I'll do it" 

"Yeah, ‘cause you think | can't do it right" 

| never said right. | said logically." 

"Fuck your logic, Stone. Am not gonna stand here and be told | can't load a dishwasher. 

"Good, ‘cause you don't have to stand here. | told you to go and choose the movie." 

"Don't patronize me. I'm 54. I've had dishwashers my whole life. | know how to use them." 

Stone bit his tongue. He so wanted to tell Jerry that it was not because Jerry had used a dishwasher for 
forty plus years that it meant he had used it properly all that time but that would just be adding oil to fire. 
The problem was that Jerry was riled up already and it was Stone's fault and Stone wouldn't admit it, of 
course. Stone thought he should have been more clever and just redone the loading process without telling 


Jerry. He still was pretty sure his way of putting the dishes was the best way. 


"So do |. Why does it matter to you anyway that I'm rearranging things? It's not like | tell you to do it. | do it 
myself." 


"Sure, ‘cause you probably think am not able to follow instructions...” 
"Because you want me to tell you how to do it?" 
"Fuck no." 


"Oh, stop it. Now it seems like you're just looking for ways to have an argument,” Stone snapped back. 


"We could be sitting on the couch and watch something nice but no, we have to be in the kitchen reloading the 
dishes." 


Ill only take a few minutes." 
Jerry rolled his eyes and stepped outside of the kitchen 


Stone let out a long heavy sigh and pulled out the small plates and the bowls. Small plates belonged to the 
front row of the bottom tray, while bowls were better placed on the middle tray. Who wouldn't see that? 


Two minutes later, Jerry was back in the kitchen. Stone was finishing to put the silverware in the top drawer, 


fumbling around with the knives, forks and spoons with a scary precision. 
"You're kidding me?" 

Stone turned around, looking annoyed again - or still? Jerry wasn't sure. 
"What now?" 

"You're reordering the forks? Are you kidding me?" 


"Am just putting the forks together, and then the spoons and then the knives. You put them all mixed up and 
in different direction" 


Jerry looked at the bottom drawer of the dishwasher, where the items were arranged by height, as Stone had 
described earlier. It also looked like there was a certain code or order to group white things on one side and 
then color things on the other. 


"And you sort the plates by colors? It's not like clothes, baby. The colors won't mix," Jerry laughed. 


"Fuck you, Jer. Leave me alone to finish it. You're the one who labels the various products you use for your 


car and use them in a certain order." 

"Yeah, ‘cause it makes sense to use them in that order, so the polish or the wax functions how it should 
Putting the fork left or right doesn't change a thing to how it gets cleaned And | put labels on the car cleaning 
products ‘cause the containers are the same color. t's called being practical. This..." 

Jerry pointed at the open dishwasher. 


"This is...” 


"Jer, be careful what you're gonna say. Am not in the mood" 


Stone gave Jerry a murderous look and since he was holding the vegetable peeler to point at him, Jerry took a 
step back. 


Jerry turned around and walked out of the kitchen mumbling something. 

Stone thought he heard ‘Rain Man’ and was left fuming in the kitchen 

A moment later, once the dishwasher was finally running, Stone went back to the living room. He took a deep 
breath, and then another.. And he did so ten times. He put some music on and grabbed his book to go sit in 


the couch. 


He knew where Jerry was. Probably playing a stupid sports game or watching an old movie he had already seen 


fifty times. It was better for both of them to cool down on their own. 


Back in the present moment 


Stone removed the infuser spoon and added a generous serving of honey to Jerry's tea He stirred it a few 


times and headed to his husband's den 

The door was closed. Stone would normally not knock but he did this time. He didn't wait to open it and walk in 
Hey’ 

Jerry's gaze moved from the large screen on the wall to Stone. 

Hey’ 

"| know it gets cold here sometimes. | made you some tea" 

Stone approached and handed over the mug to Jerry. He waited for a brief moment and then sat down 
"Thanks 

"So... That's been two hours. Can we call it quit and forget this even happened?" 

Jerry sighed and put whatever he was watching on pause. 

"| shouldn't have pushed it” 


"Nor called me Rain Man" 


Jerry smirked, 

"You heard that?" 

"Yeah." 

"He was very smart. Its a compliment." 

Stone rolled his eyes. 

"Right" 

"Though he was much better at cards than you are." 
"He was probably better than you too." 

"Touché." 

Stone scooted closer to Jerry who now had his lopsided smile on, trying to look cute. Of course it was working. 
Stone cleared his throat lightly. 


"I will admit | have some habits.. That maybe are more my own habits that | like and not universal truths," 


Stone conceded while he took a sip of his own mint tea. 

"Oh, really? Like.. You actually mean there's no ‘logical’ way to load a certain piece of kitchen appliance?" 
"Don't start again | have my quirks. You have yours." 

Jerry started laughing. 

"You have some fun quirks. Not this one, but others... | like the weird things you do, baby." 

"Which ones? Which weird things?" 

"Not telling you. They'll stay my little secret pleasure to watch.. 

Stone snuggled up right next to Jerry and put his head against his shoulders. 

"What were you watching?" 


"Nothing... Some old games highlights. Wanna go to bed?" 


‘| wanted to but now.. I'd rather be here with you for a bit. We can watch a movie. 
Jerry picked up the remote. 

"Rain Man?" 

Now it was Stone's turn to laugh, 

"You think they have it on Netflix?" 


"Maybe, or on the other streaming things... | have it on the old hard drive with ripped movies if they don't 
show it." 


"Its a good movie," Stone commented. 


"It is. And if you promise you don't go all OCD on me with the dishwasher again, I'll let you drive the Corvette 


real slow on the driveway.” 


"Shut up and put the movie on" 


